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Ble: grabbed Billy, and the two of us 
pulled him to the ground. 

“No—please!” Billy begged. “Please, 
don’t!” 

A lot of kids beg Josh and me. But we 
don’t pay any attention. We tickle them 
anyway. 

“You can go first, Luke,” Josh said to 
me. He held Billy’s shoulders to the 
ground. And I started to tickle his ribs. 
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“Stop—please!” Billy begged. He 
started to kick both legs. 

But you can’t squirm away from Josh 
and me. We know what we’re doing. I 
tickled Billy with both hands, digging my 
fingers into his sides. He started laughing, 
and begging, and kicking, and squirming 
all at the same time. 

Sure, it’s mean. But it’s also fun! 

I tickled the poor kid till he could 
barely breathe. Then Josh took over. 

“The Laugh Police strike again!” I 
shouted. 

That’s what Josh and I call our- 
selves—The Laugh Police. That’s 
because we like to tickle kids and make 
them laugh until they beg for mercy. 
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It’s sort of a hobby. 

A lot of kids are afraid of us. But we 
don’t care. We think it’s funny. 

We tickled Billy till he howled like a 
dog and tears ran down his face. Then his 
little brother, Sam, came running across 
the playground. He jumped on my back 
and tried to pull me off Billy. 

He made a big mistake by mixing in. 
That’s because Sam is the most ticklish 
person in town. Josh and I don’t even 
have to tickle him to make him laugh. 

We don’t even have to touch him. We 
just make tickling motions with our fin- 
gers and say, “Tickle tickle.” And Sam 
starts laughing and screaming and howl- 
ing and squirming! 
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“The Laugh Police attack!” I cried. I 
held Sam by the shoulders, and Josh pre- 
tended to tickle him. He started howling 
and squirming—and Josh wasn’t even 
close to him! 

As I held on to Sam, I heard a shrill 
whistling sound. A shadow passed over 
us. I didn’t really pay any attention. I was 
having too much fun, listening to Sam 
beg for mercy. 

Finally, we let Billy and Sam go. They 
ran off. Their faces were bright red, and 
they had tears running down their cheeks. 

It made Josh and me feel good. We 
like to see people laugh till they cry. 

Billy and Sam vanished. We turned to 
search the playground for new victims. 
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And that’s when we saw the alien 
standing in front of his strange spaceship. 

“Oh, wow!” Josh and I both uttered 
cries of surprise. 

The little guy stood about two feet tall. 
He was kind of purple, the color of a pur- 
ple onion. In fact, his face was round and 
blank—just like a purple onion! 

He wore silver overalls, which bulged 
over a round belly. He was barefoot with 
three long purple toes on each foot, and 
three long purple fingers on each hand. 

Behind him, his spaceship rested on 
the playground grass. It didn’t look like 
any of the space rockets I’d ever seen. It 
reminded me of an old-fashioned, wide- 
brimmed straw hat. 
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Josh and I froze and stared for a 
moment. Then I gave Josh a hard shove 
and cried, “Run!” 

We both began running for our lives. 
But we didn’t get far. 

More and more purple onion guys 
came scampering out of the straw hat. 
They were fast! They caught up to Josh 
and me in seconds. And dragged us into 
the spaceship. 

“Let us go!” I shouted. My heart was 
pounding so hard, I could barely choke 
out the words. “You can’t do this to us!” 

Josh and I tried to fight our way free. 
But they were strong for little guys. And 
there were so many of them. 

Inside the spaceship, swirls of bright 
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purple light made me shut my eyes. “Let 
me go! Let me out of here!” I cried. But 
they carried Josh and me to a big purple 
cage—and tossed us inside. 

A few seconds later, I heard the 
whistling sound again. The ship blasted 
off—so hard, it knocked Josh and me to 
the floor of our cage. For a long time, we 
stared at each other, trembling all over. 

We didn’t find out what was happen- 
ing to us until the ship had nearly landed. 
Then a purple guy in silver overalls and a 
silver cap stepped up to our cage. 

A mouth formed on his blank onion 
face. “I am the captain,” he said in a 
scratchy voice. “My name is Crog.” 

“Let us go!” Josh screamed. 
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“Why have you kidnapped us?” I 
cried. 

“We need you on our planet,” Crog 
replied solemnly. “We need your special 
power.” 

“Huh?” I gasped. “Special power? 
What special power?” 

“You have a great power to make 
creatures laugh,” Crog replied. “We have 
watched you. We saw how you have used 
your power to make others laugh. Our 
planet is a very sad one. We have no 
laughter. No one has laughed on our plan- 
et in six million dolenian years.” 

“But—but—but—” Josh sputtered. 

“What do you want us to do?” | 
demanded. 
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Crog leaned into our cage. “Our 
leader, Klandor III, has summoned you to 
bring laughter to our-planet,” he said. 
“You must make Klandor and his queen, 
Klandora, laugh.” 

“But ... uh ... what if we can’t do it?” I 
asked timidly. 

“Then you will never see your home 
again,” Crog replied. 


The ship landed, and the purple onion 
guys formed a circle around us and took 
us right to the royal throne room. 

It was a huge room, bigger than our 
school gym. And all purple, of course. 

In the distance, on a high platform, I 
could see two silver thrones. The king 
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and queen stood in front of the thrones. 
And on both sides of the center aisle, 
stretching from wall to wall, stood thou- 
sands of purple onion creatures. 

“They’ve all come to watch us,” Josh 
whispered. 

I swallowed hard. I began exercising 
my tickling fingers. My hands were trem- 
bling so hard, I could barely make my 
fingers move! 

“We’re doomed,” I whispered to Josh. 

My legs were shaking as Josh and I 
climbed up to the platform. Klandor and 
Klandora stepped forward to greet us. 
They looked exactly like all the other pur- 
ple creatures—except their overalls were 
gold instead of silver. 
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“My people have waited dolenian cen- 
turies for this moment,” Klandor said 
solemnly. “Thank you for bringing your 
special powers to us. Please do not keep 
us waiting any longer. We must have 
laughter on our planet. As the royal cou- 
ple, Klandora and I are eager to be the 
first to laugh.” 

I turned to Josh. Josh turned to me. 

Behind us, the thousands of purple 
creatures all jammed forward to get a bet- 
ter look. 

“Okay, Josh,” I whispered. “Time for 
The Laugh Police to go into action.” 

We both stepped up to the king. Josh 
held his shoulders. I lowered my hands to 
his round little stomach. 
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And I started to tickle. 

A one-handed tickle at first. Then two 
hands. A good, hard tickle. 

As I tickled away, Klandor’s blank 
onion face stared up at me. No smile. No 
laugh. I couldn’t even see his mouth! 

My heart pounded. I suddenly felt 
dizzy. “Josh—help. You tickle too!” I 
whispered. 

We both started tickling. Josh took the 
ribs. I took the stomach. 

Klandor stood solidly as we worked. 
He frowned at us. 

We tickled and tickled. We didn’t give 
up. We must have tickled for at least ten 
minutes. 

Finally, I had to stop. My fingers 
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ached. “He—he’s not ticklish!” I wailed. 

“Try the queen!” Josh cried. 

We spun around and started tickling 
Klandora. We tickled her stomach. We 
tickled her back. We tickled under her 
big, round chin. 

Nothing. 

She didn’t move. She didn’t smile. 
She didn’t laugh. 

Finally, Josh and I gave up. We took a 
step back, shaking our heads. Sweat 
poured down my forehead. 

A sigh went up from the thousands of 
onlookers. 

“They have failed us,” Klandor 
announced to the crowd. He turned to a 
group of silver-uniformed guards. “Take 
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them to the disintegration room and disin- 
tegrate them.” 

“Whoa!” I cried. “Disintegrate us?” 

“No—please!” Josh begged. 

“Wait! Give us a chance!” I pleaded. 
“Give us another chance! We’ll make you 
laugh! I promise!” 

Klandor and Klandora whispered to 
each other. “Okay. One more chance,” 
Klandor said sternly. 

Josh leaned close to me. “What are we 
going to do?” 

“Uh ... make funny faces?” I suggest- 
ed. Josh and I have been known to make 
some pretty funny faces in school when 
Ms. Barlow’s back is turned. 

“Here goes,” Josh whispered. He 
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crossed his eyes and stuck his tongue out. 

I pulled my lips over my teeth and 
shoved my nose up until it looked like a 
pig snout. 

I glanced at the royal couple. Nothing. 
Not a smile. 

Josh and I frantically made more 
funny faces, pulling at our mouths and 
noses, messing up our hair, crossing and 
uncrossing our eyes. 

“Disintegrate them!” Klandor ordered. 
“They are disgusting failures. Take them 
away!” 

“No—please!” I begged. 

“No more chances,” the king snapped. 
“Disintegrate them!” 

“But we don’t want to be disintegrat- 
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ed!” I wailed. And before I realized it, I 
started to cry. I couldn’t help it. I was just 
so terrified. 

I glanced at Josh—and he was crying 
too. We both stood there crying, tears 
running down our cheeks. 

Klandor was the first to laugh. It start- 
ed out as a chuckle, then grew to a roar- 
ing belly laugh. Klandora laughed too. 
She pointed to our tears—and laughed 
harder and harder. 

And then everyone in the throne 
room—thousands of purple creatures— 
were all laughing. 

“Keep crying,” I whispered to Josh. 
“Don’t stop. They love it!” 

“That’s so funny!” Klandor roared. 
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“Water pours from their eyes!” He 
laughed until his whole body jiggled. 

“And listen to the funny snuffling 
noises they make!” Klandora added, 
laughing even harder than the king. 

Josh and I kept crying—even though 
we were so happy. We had succeeded. 
We made them laugh. And now we could 


go home. 

“We did it, Josh! We did it!” I shouted 
happily. 

“Keep crying!” he urged. “Don’t 
stop!” 


As we cried, the laughter echoed off 
the walls. Then it suddenly stopped. 
I heard a groan. Klandor groaned and 
grabbed his stomach. “Ow. It hurts!” he 
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moaned. 

Klandora doubled over in pain. “It 
hurts when I laugh,” she choked out. 

Behind us, I heard a roar of groans 
and moans. Cries of pain. “It hurts. It 
hurts to laugh!” 

“Now I remember,” Klandor sighed 
weakly, holding his stomach. “That’s 
why we don’t laugh on this planet. 
Because it hurts so much.” 

He turned to the guards. “Take them 
away. They’ve hurt us! Disintegrate 
them—at once!” 

The guards surrounded Josh and me 
and led us away. The Laugh Police had 
succeeded—and we had failed. 

I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. 
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